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A young man with shoulder length dark curly hair, and a soft olive skin complexion sat on a barstool. 


The tie around his neck was gone, that would have matched nicely with his suit, the first couple of buttons 


were undone, which showed off a bit of collar bone. 
Dark eyes looked into his half filled glass, the ice lightly clinked, as he took a long drink finishing it in one go. 


A small sigh passed out his lips, briefly content, once the warm feeling in the back of his throat passed. 


As he sat his glass back down, it was instantly refilled 

‘Let me guess, it didn't go well? 

He didn't lift his gaze, as the bartender asked him this. 

"Now what would give you that idea? Les," The young man asked sarcastically 


"Oh I'd say maybe the sulking on your barstool for one, and second you didn't even say anything to me Kirk, so 
it must've been pretty baa," Les rationalized. 


Kirk looked up at Les. 


He looked as young as Kirk, his hair was short and dark, which matched his eyes. His appearance was well taken 


care of because of his job. 


"They wanted me to be the damsel." Kirk grumbled under his breath, he had a light blush on his cheeks, as 
his dark eyes flickered away. 


"And? That's hell of a lot better than being just some extra," Les shrugged, then briefly leaving Kirk's side to 


serve someone else a drink and returning. 


Within that time, Kirk let out another sigh, a tired one at that, as he was lost in thought, as he mindlessly 
listened to the soft jazz music in the background. Light murmuring of other patrons of the bar was like white 
noise. 

"Its humiliating,” Kirk said, once Les was near him. 

"Why?" 


"Do | look like I'd be a damsel in distress?," Kirk asked, then glared at Les. 


Les was about to comment that yes Kirk could make a good damsel, but seeing the glare.. He was smarter 


than that and decided against it. 

"Okay fine, what role did you even read for?" Les asked. 

"The monster." 

Les chuckled under his breath, of course, that's what Kirk tried out for. 


"Okay how did it go from monster to leading lady?" 


Kirk grimaced, "that idiot director said, ‘you shouldnt hide your pretty face behind a mask’ what the fuck would 
he know..." He spat. 


"Well he's not wrong, but not right either, think you could do either Kirk, in my opinion anyways," Les shrugged 
as he cleaned a glass. 


"Like I'd ever be some fragile thing, that needs help saving..." Kirk shook his head, finishing his drink in one go. 
"Well damsel gets paid more than an extra, or the monster," Les noted. 
| don't care about the money." 


"Well it would be better than you sleeping on my sofa three times a week, and you roaming around for the 


other days," Les commented. 


Les's tone was never condescending, mostly he did sound concerned, maybe trying to coax Kirk to do something 


different to maybe even make something for himself. 


"If it's a problem, then I'll just find another couch to sleep on," Kirk looked at his empty glass, shifting it from 


side to side, as the ice swirled around. 


Les sighed, "now don't go getting your feathers all ruffled, I'm just trying to be your voice of reason here Kirk, 


and did | say it was actually a problem you sleeping on my sofa?" 

Kirk hunched over more, he crossed his arms as he leaned against the bar counter. 
"l'm not gonna do it." 

"No one's making you." 

"I know you want me to." 


"Only because you've finally got a way to move up, don't really think that Boris Karloff moved up so quick 
either. It's just one role Kirk, just think about it." 


Kirk poked at his empty glass, and pushed it near Les. 


"Just get me another damn drink." 
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"Into bed you go. 

Kirk rolled over on the pull out couch mattress, his eyes a bit soft, since he was more than a tad drunk 
Kirk slowly blinked, he watched as Les changed. 

They were in Les's small apartment, if you could even call it that 

It had a living room, which was also the bedroom, and kitchen 


The only place that had its own room was the bathroom, and a small closet that held all of Les's clothes, and 
maybe a couple of suitcases that held Kirk's things. 


"What?" Les happened to turn around noticing Kirk staring at him. 

"You think | could make a good monster?," Kirk asked suddenly. 

"Yeah, is that all?," Les chuckled softly, as he sat on the edge of the bed. 

"I just wonder..." Kirk said softly, being in a drunken stupor, his tone was laced with self doubt. 


"Hey... There's millions of auditions you know, all the time, you'll get the right one don't worry," Les smiled down 


at Kirk. 

Kirk seemed to be lost in thought, with Les in the meantime, getting under the covers to finally go to bed. 
Les reached over, and turned out a light from the end table. 

Once he situated himself, he felt Kirk press against him. 


"I thought you were mad at me?," Les questioned. 


Since it was quite clear how annoyed Kirk was at him, about taking a leading lady role. 

The thin covers on the bed shifted, as Kirk closer to Les. 

''m mad at you, but not your arms around me," Kirk murmured, pressing himself closer to Les's naked chest. 
''m mad at you, but not your lips against my neck," Kirk purred against Les's mouth. 

Les could feel his heart pounding in his chest. 

Even in the dark, he could still make out Kirk's face slightly. 


Les felt Kirk's hand gently touch his chest, that carefully, and eventually stopped as it reached the side of his 


face. 
‘I'm mad at you, but not your thick cock inside me~," Kirk smiled devilishly in the dark 
"You're a little minx you know that?," Les teased, as he started to kiss Kirk's neck. 


Kirk giggled softly, as Les continued to nibble on his neck, and parted his legs to straddle him. 


Kirk yawned sleepily, as he rubbed his eyes, and got up for the day. 


Les was currently snoring into a pillow, he wouldn't have to wake up till later. Since he worked nights at the 


bor. 

Kirk was slightly jealous that Les could sleep his day away. 

Kirk stretched, and got up from the bed to get ready. 

Yesterday was behind him now, he was over the dumb comments from that director. 
Les was right, there was always auditions hell they were Los Angeles weren't they? 
Kirk washed his face, brushed his teeth, and changed into clean clothes. 


On Kirk's way out, he kissed Les on his shoulder, then left his a little apartment. 


It seemed that Kirk was a little early, when he arrived on the production lots. 

He figured he could see where they were casting, maybe there would be something promising this time? 
Kirk headed to the bulletin board, where the posts were usually made, and to what lot they were held 
Kirk's eyes practically lit up, when he seen one for being an extra. Not just any extra though, you'd have to 
wear makeup, and basically look like a wolf man.. 


It wasn't no leading role, but hell! Kirk would take it. 


This would be so exciting, he honestly couldn't wait as he stood in line at this particular lot was casting. There 


were a few others in line, but he didn't sweat it, since they needed a lot of extras. 
Just like Kirk had thought, they happily accepted him, since it was a first come first served basis. 
Kirk was filled with glee, as he was sent off to wardrobe and makeup. 


Kirk happily stood in line, as makeup artists were testing out how they'd do a particular look. Since some were 


wolfmen, or mutated looking creatures. Kirk didn't mind, maybe he could do both! 
Oh how he couldn't wait till he could tell Les about this! 
Soon enough, a few of the extras, including Kirk were called over to venture to another part of the lot. 


Since apparently some of them would have small lines to be said, and they wanted to figure out who would fit 


best. 

Kirk gasped with excitement, and elbowed the man next to him. 

"Is. Is that Bela Lugosi???2" Kirk questioned, 

Since some man could be seen wandering around the set. 

"Eh? | dunno kid, don't really care," The man said. 

"That has to be him.." Kirk smiled, ignoring the man's cold comment. 
Wow he was going to be in a movie with Bela Lugosi?! 

Now he really couldn't wait to tell Les this! 


Kirk heard what the director wanted, some good rough guttural noises, basically sounding like a wild animal. 


Well Kirk didn't worry too much, since maybe he could be one of the ones that didn't say much. 

The men ahead of them, sounded really good, which made sense since they looked like the brutish type. 
When it got to be Kirk's turn, before he could even open his mouth he was stopped. 

‘Um, are you lost honey? 

Kirk blinked, and looked ahead of himself, since he assumed it was the casting director talking to him. 
Kirk shook his head, "No? Im here to audition, l-" He started to explain, but was cut off. 


"Weren't you guys clear where the lines were for auditions, lord what do | pay you people for? Could you get 
him in the right line for crying out loud," the director snapped. 


Kirk was about to but in, but soon enough an older woman guided him off somewhere else. 
"Hang on I'm just an extra! Really, lim not for real auditioning!" Kirk quickly said. 


“Sweetheart it's alright, this lot can be very confusing where the lines are, no need to make up a silly story, 


here I'll get you a script, you're reading the role of Tama right?" She asked Kirk 
"Who?" Kirk cocked an eyebrow. 

‘| get it it's a funny name, just a moment," She smiled, and handed Kirk a script. 
Soon enough Kirk was ushered into line, with other girls, and effeminate boys. 


"Good luck, | hope you get the role sweetie~," The woman smiled, and stepped away, since she was called over 


for something else. 
Kirk was honestly confused, it wasn't often he read for a role, he heard others mumbling and practicing. 
Kirk sighed, and looked over the script, it seemed as though he didn't have many lines. 


Well that was promising at least, since it wasn't much, he felt like he could memorize all the lines on the top 


of his head. 
Just as he was getting interested in reading the script he was called next. 


Kirk himself wasn’t even sure why he was here, he could be in some cool makeup right about now! 


"Now what's your name sweetheart?" the director asked. 
"Kirk," Kirk answered back 

"Are you by any chance an islander?" the director asked. 
"What?.." Kirk didn't understand the question 

The director sighed, "Polynesian" 

Kirk shook his head, "no, I'm Filipino." 


"Eh close enough, alright sweetie go ahead," The director waved his hand, hinting for Kirk to start reading some 


lines. 

Kirk frowned a little, since being Polynesian, and Filipino were very different. 

Kirk tried not to roll his eyes as he read along, with someone else next to the director reading off lines to Kirk. 
Without even really realizing it, how Kirk sounded fit well with the lines. 

Maybe his own curiosity laced in his tone, since he didn't even know how he got here. 


"| think that's enough, we've got our Tama, hey it should help in the costume department, look at that hair, he 


won't even need a wig!" The director laughed. 


Kirk blinked, "uhmm... Can | go now or?.." He asked, since he hoped he could sneak back off to where all the 


extras were. 


"No of course not, we'll have to try out some costume designs, and you reading off lines with the other cast," 


the director shook his head. 

"Wait... | got the part?.." Kirk didn't understand. 

"Did | stutter? Get him to costume department would'yah?" 

Kirk still seemed confused, but just as he was about to be whisked off, he quickly went after the director. 


"Wait! This has to be a mistake, I'm just an extra, not some... | don't even know what | tried out for!" Kirk 


huffed at him. 


The director laughed, "that's a new one, way to make me laugh sweetie!" 


"l'm serious!" 

The director let out a disgruntled sigh, “listen it's not my fault, you didn't pay attention to the cast calling 
sweetheart. If you want a quick run down fine, you're a panther woman, you were once a panther, a beast 
roaming the forest. BUT a sick and twisted doctor played with your genes and cut you up, and turned you into 
a beautiful woman. You live locked away, but now you have this human that ended up on the island, that'll 
you'll be infatuated with, but you die saving him okay | think I've said enough, jeez kid | don't think | should 
have to explain this much to you," The director lit up a cigarette. 


"im not a woman," Kirk huffed. 


"Well no shit you're not a woman, but we've had some last minute changes so anyone can be the Panther 


Woman, Also since you're pretty enough, looks like we don't have to change much," he snidely commented. 


Kirk frowned more, about to go off on the director again, and thought about walking out, since it seemed this 
was getting him nowhere. 


The only thing that seemed to stop Kirk from his tangent was seeing Bela Lugosi being called over for makeup. 
That's right... Bela was going to be in this movie.. 


Kirk's attitude waned, since when did he get a role, with a big star? 


Most he was just use to being an extra in D class horror movies, who knows maybe this might help his 


repertoire? 
Kirk let the director off the hook for now, as he was whisked off to costumes, and signing off on a contract. 


"Wait... Is this right?.." Kirk cocked an eyebrow, since he looked at how much he was being paid for the role, it 
was four digits... 


‘Hey youre just a smaller role, we had to have some money saved here to pay for Bela" 
Kirk innocently put up his hand, “it's alright..." He reassured, and signed off on it. 

‘Did they say if they wanted this kid in makeup or what?" 

'PFFF- Beats me, he's always changing his ideas." 

"I get to wear makeup?.." Kirk asked innocently. 

"Well you dont mind getting hairy do your" 


That's right.. He was part beast wasn't he? Oh maybe there was a transformation sequence or something? 


Maybe this was it, maybe this was possibly giving him the role he wanted! 


"Not at alll" Kirk beamed happily. 


By the time Kirk got home from being on the production lot, it was very late. 


Mostly when he figured out why this script sounded so familiar it finally hit him. They were making a film 


about The Island of Doctor Moreau, it seemed to excite Kirk even more. 

Kirk had caught the last bus home thankfully, which seemed to coincide well, with Les getting home from work 
"You're home late, any luck?" Les curiously asked, as he made a grilled on the small stove in the kitchenette. 
Kirk came up behind Les hugging him from behind. 

"Hey make me one too," Kirk said before pulling away, and to go digging around in the closet. 

"Sure, but you didn't answer me.." Les pouted a little. 


Les could hear Kirk rummaging around in the closet, one suitcase held all of Kirk's clothes, the other was 


books, and comics, filled to the very over stuffing brim. 
"| did~," Kirk said. 


Les seemed elated, "see what did | tell you? Auditions happen all the time, did you get a good one?," He then 
asked. 


"Well you see, | was just trying to be an extra, and then you will not believe it! I'm pulled aside since they think 
l'm trying out for a different role! But | look over the script there's nothing to it, | try out only because | 
assume if | fail | can just go back to being an extra, but I'm picked for it! ts not a very big big role, but I'm a 
supporting character! OHI! | didn't even tell you the best part! Bela Lugosi is in it! THE Bela Lugosi! Can you 
believe it! And it's not some shady director either using his name to grab attention he was there! | saw hin! 
Andl- 

Kirk was cut off on mid rambling tangent by Les. 


Les had picked Kirk up in his arms so they were chest to chest, and spun him around the room. 


See??? Didn't | tell youl~" Les laughed, "told you you could do itl," Then promptly literally Kirk's face with 


kisses. 


Kirk laughed happily, "| knew you'd do this, fine! You told me so, you happy?" He teased. 
"Very," Les smiled softly looking at Kirk. 

Kirk let his arms rest on Les's shoulders. 

"You're a smug asshole you know that?" Kirk gave a lopsided smile. 

"Because l'm happy that you're doing well, and knew that you had it in you to do it?" Les quipped right back. 
| hate you," Kirk chuckled softly. 

‘| love you too~," Les kissed Kirk gently. 

Kirk kissed him back, with Les pushing Kirk up against the wall. 

Kirk let out an excited gasp, as he hooked his legs around Les's waist. 

As their kissed turned more passionate, Kirk smelt something burning. 

"Leg?" 

‘Mh?~" Les practically hummed against Kirk's neck giving him gentle bites. 

"The stove.” 

"The what?" 

Their little apartment started to fill with smoke. 

"Damn it!" Les sat Kirk down on his feet, and ran off to the kitchen to turn off the stove. 


Kirk went over to the window to let out all the smoke, while Les cursed under his breath trying to put out the 
overheated burnt pan. 
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Les kept an eye out while he was working, he hadn't seen Kirk in about a week 

He knew how things could be in the film industry, how you'd work nonstop with no real breaks 
Les wondered if Kirk was staying on the lot, he hope Kirk was eating at least 

Les sighed wistfully, as he cleaned a glass. 

His eyes looking around the bar lost in thought. 

Eventually they landed on one part of the bar, where there was a booth 


Les remembered that's where he first seen Kirk 


Les was first getting his feet wet as a bartender, it was a quick easy buck, but most ideally he'd love to be a 


mechanic. He figured this would be okay, he'd set aside money till he could own his own auto shop. 

Les liked seeing all the different character types that would come into the bar. 

Usually more of up and coming movie stars than say the regular joe schmoe. 

Les served more drinks than poured them, which usually let him see the clientele more, than behind the bar. 
Les could take orders easily enough, he happened to go to a table where a couple of film executives were. He 


didn't think much of it, since those types were here all the time. It's not like Les could act anyways, as he 
stepped closer he noticed a pretty woman sitting at the booth, and beautiful boy. 


They were in between the two men, casually talking. 

The woman laughed, while the boy looked disinterested 

When Les came back around and served their drinks, he heard one of the men talk to the boy. 

"You've got the face of an angel you know that? | can get you a script tomorrow" The exec said 

"What role would that be?," The boy asked 

Les had to duck away, since he didn't want to be obviously eavesdropping. 

So he went to the booth right next to them, 

"Well there's a director that's looking for a lead, for this nice romantic—" 

The exec couldn't even finish his sentence. 

'Not interested,” The boy said 

Out the corner of Les's eye he seen the exec put an arm around the boy, his hand resting on his waist 

The exec laughed, "you don't want to be a star sweetie?," he asked 

"Not in the slightest, do have anyone casting for anything horror?," The boy then asked 

The exec snorted back a laugh, "what you jumping on the horror band wagon sweetie? | guess that's a smart 
move," he nuzzled his face against the side of the boys thick curly dark hair, "tll see what | can do, since you 


seem like a sweet thing," He added. 


As Les went back to the bar, he noticed how the boy's expression was blank, you didn't know what was going 


on in that head of his. 
Les wondered if he's done this type of thing before. 
Which slightly unnerved Les a bit, since he looked young. 


As the night continued on, Les went to that booth plenty of times serving drinks, hearing blips of their 


conversations. 
Les was only interested, since that boy was just playing a game, he could tell it was obvious. 


He wondered if that boy would get what he wanted, for giving himself up a little. 


Well that's Hollywood for you. 

Things started to settle down at Zam or so, when they'd finally have to kick out patrons. 

Les was wiping down tables, and mentioning to people had to leave now, most were easy enough. 
Les watched as the table with the execs, the woman and the boy get up and leave. 

Les was pretty sure he'd never see that boy again, well he would on movie posters for sure. 
He was pretty enough. 

Once Les had cleaned up, he was allowed to leave. 

He snuck through the back, where his car was. 

Les happened to look up, where he heard some lively chatter. 

Some patrons he knew parked behind the building, so he didn't think too much of it. 


Les noticed one of the execs he served, leaving with the woman. Then his eyes falling onto the small scene the 


other one was making with the boy. 

Les was just far away enough he couldn't hear what they were saying. 

The boy was calm, and started to walk away, with the exec grabbing him by the shoulder stopping him. 

If it escalated too much Les would step in, thankfully he didn't have to. 

What he did clearly hear was the exec saying to the boy, how he was just a bifch, and walked away himself. 
The boy wasn't phased, like he heard it enough times where it wouldn't bother you. 

Les watched the boy walk alone, out the parking lot. 

Les got in his car, and drove after him. 

"Hey, do you need a lift?," Les asked. 

This seemed like the least Les could do for the boy. 


The boy stopped walking and looked at Les, maybe briefly contemplating, without saying anything. The boy went 


over to the passenger side of the car and hopped in 
Les was surprised and happy, thinking this boy shouldn't be walking around alone late at night. Obviously that 
exec didn't care enough about him to not at least drop him off at home. 

"Where you headed? It doesn't matter where," Les asked, and reassured, since he didn’t mind how far he had 
to go. 

"Grant Avenue and Kaiser Street," The boy said 

Les tried to remember exactly where that was, "near Madison Park right?" 

The boy nodded 

Well that was easy enough, he hoped this boy would guide him a bit where to drop him off 

Tee 

Les looked over, and stopped the car, they were near the entrance of the park 

Les looked around, he didn't see any home or apartments around here. 

Before Les could even say anything, the boy let himself out of the car. 

"Thanks: 

Les watched the boy disappear into the darkness of the park 


Les felt unsettled. 


He wondered if this boy was alright, maybe he didn't trust Les that much, and was walking to the other end of 
the park or something. 


Les drove up the road, about to head home. 
His conscious was really getting the best of him, just something didn't feel right about this. 
He turned around and drove back, he parked his car, and walked into the park. 

There were some lamps in the park, that did help lead the way. 


Les heard the morning chatter of robins, since it was Spring afterall. 


Les was about to give up, since he hadn't seen the boy. 

Just ahead of him though in the distance he did see him sitting on a bench. 

Les watched as the boy took off his jacket, and used it as a pillow, and lied down on the bench. 
Les wondered if he was homeless. 

Without even thinking of what he was going to say, Les walked right up to the boy. 

"Whatre you doing?," Les asked. 

The boy was startled, and sat right back up, he briefly fiddled in his jacket, and pulled out a pocket knife. 
Les put up his hands innocently, "whoa hey, sorry didn't mean to startle you." 

"What do you want?," The boy snapped, having a dark glare in his eyes. 

Well shit, Les didn't even know himself why he followed this kid into the park 

"Well uh. l." Les was trying to make some excuse. 

"Out with it" 


"You don't have to stay out here, | mean if you need a place to stay, I'm about a mile away from here," Les 


offered 
Not worth my time," the boy shook his head 

He noticed Les wasn't a threat, he put away his knife. 

"What because l'm not some movie exec?, " Les couldn't help, but remark 


"You're doing this because you feel sorry, what's one night under a roof huh? It won't change anything," the 


boy quipped right back. 


It would be one night under a roof, that would be the difference, you can wash up there too if you want, are 


you hungry? Do you need your clothes washed?," Les asked 
"You offer me all this charity, and you don't even introduce yourself, or ask my name," the boy mocked. 


"Well I'm Les," Les answered back, then offering his hand to Kirk. 


"Kirk" 

Kirk didn't accept Les's hand, but he did get up from the bench, and grabbed his jacket. 
"Kirk?" 

"What? Les isn't exactly a normal name either, what's it short for?,” Kirk asked. 
"Leslie." 

Kirk cracked a small smile, "cute," he teased, 

"Named after my great grandfather," Les explained. 

Once they were back to Les's car, he started to ask Kirk questions. 

"So why is someone like you on the streets?," Les started off. 

"You don't think | want to be?" Kirk questioned. 

"Not really no." 


"Well | figured someone like you would be smart, you have to have money to have a place to live. | don't have 


much at all, maybe enough to buy myself a cup of coffee," Kirk answered. 
"You don't make much as an actor?" 


Kirk held back a laugh, “I'm on the lowest tier Les, if I'm lucky | can get an extra role, and | can get a bagel to 


eat" 

"Well.. It looked like that exec guy was going to give you a big role, why didn't you take it?" 
‘I'm stubborn" 

"You would think someone in your situation would take it" 

"Taking a role like that, | have no interest" 

"Well what role would you want?" 


| want to be the monster, have you seen Frankenstein?" 


Les laughed a little, "yes yes | have, that's a.. An interesting goal you got for yourself Kirk" 

"You can laugh, but | will be," Kirk smiled, which seemed genuine. 

Soon enough they were back at Les's apartment. 

Kirk's eyes curiously looked around, he noticed how small it was. 

Les then started to offer things to Kirk again, like a bath, clean clothes, food. 

Without batting an eye Kirk accepted the offer. 

Since who knew when he'd get a generous offer like this, especially how things were going in his life currently. 
After having a bath, and currently eating a ham sandwich, Kirk noticed something. 


This apartment didn't have a bedroom, there was only the sofa in the living room, and a slightly cushy 


armchair, that had seen better days. 

"You don't have much either," Kirk commented. 

Les shrugged, "I have a roof over my head, and running water." 

Kirk went over to the chair to sit, it was comfy enough it would do for now for a place to sleep. 


"Oh you don't have to sleep there," Les shook his head, then promptly went over to the sofa, and pulled it out 
into a bed 


Kirk blinked. 

‘It's fine really, its just for a night anyways," Les insisted, getting a pillow and blanket from the closet for Kirk. 
Kirk was a little reluctant now, but let out a happy sigh when he got to get under the covers. 

Les smiled a little, he wondered when was the last time Kirk slept in a bed 


Les went over to the chair to sleep, he propped up his feet on a coffee table, and had a spare blanket cover 
his lap. 


Maybe it was all the excitement from tonight, but Les fell asleep soon enough, with Kirk doing the same, as 


soon as he got comfortable on the pullout: 


The next day Kirk woke up, to the noise of the busy traffic just outside Les's apartment. 


He sleepily rubbed his eyes, and sat up. 

He briefly wondered where he was, but heard the snoring coming from the chair, and seen Les still fast asleep. 
That's right, that bartender gave a place to stay. 

Kirk sat on the pullout for a while, it was just before noon 

Kirk could assume that Les worked nights, hence why he could still sleep so late. 


Kirk eventually got up and change, and left the apartment. 


Les grunted under his breath, and shifted in the chair. 
He rubbed the sleep from his eyes, did he fall asleep in the chair last night? 
Les yawned, and looked around, he seen the sofa bed wasn't pulled out. 


Slowly, but surely Les remembered last night, just as he thought about Kirk, he noticed him sitting on the 


floor reading. 

"Mornin‘," Les said. 

Kirk looked up, he had a pair of thick glasses on, that slipped down the bridge of his nose. 
"Its 4 in the afternoon," Kirk replied, then going back to read a comic book he was reading. 
Les sat up more, and cracked his back. 

‘Surprised you're still here," Les commented. 

"Want me gone?," Kirk asked, as his nose was still buried in the comic book. 


"Now | didn't say that, would have expected you to leave," Les looked down noticing the suitcase on the floor, 
that was filled with comic books and clothes. 


Its hot out today, it's cooler in here," Kirk said simply. 


"You brought your suitcase?.." Les asked curiously. 

"Can | keep this here?," Kirk inturn asked. 

"Why?" 

"You seem like a nice enough guy, since you helped me this much," Kirk answered. 
Les chuckled under his breath, "so my apartment is your storage?" 


"You can read my comic books if you want, here read this one," Kirk briefly went digging through his comic 


books, and held out one for Les to take. 

Les got up from the chair, and sat on the floor with Kirk, taking the offered comic book. 
Kirk went back to reading, with Les happening to stare at him. 

Les noticed how naive and wise the world was to Kirk. 


Kirk may have had a cold attitude, but Les could still see he still had his naivety about him, when he was 


reading his little comic books. 
Les felt a little compelled to watch over Kirk, he'd share the roof over his head with him. 


Someone like Kirk shouldn't be on the street. 


